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~Sometime in the modern era~ 


Jorn had just gotten the hang of using computers when he realized that the internet was created mostly for 
porn. Now he understood why all the young people were always on their phones and pads and whatever these 


newfangled devices were called. 


He sat at the desk in his house, all alone at last. His wife and kids were out for the day and he figured he'd do 


some, ahem, exploration of this thing called the internet. 


Jorn opened Internet Explorer and was greeted by the colorful Google logo. He typed "metal guys banging" in 
the search box. God, it felt naughty to do this. He took a deep breath and hit enter and a page of results 


appeared before him. 


His eyes widened and he unconsciously licked his lips as a row of images loaded above the list of webpages. One, 
in rather low resolution, showed a dark haired man enthusiastically pounding into one with longer, light brown 
hair. He clicked on it and grinned for a moment, then noticed a link to the right. 


Hot young slut fakes cock from sugar daddy - Watch Full Video Here! 


Of course, curious Jorn couldn't help but follow the link, to a website called HotMetalSex.com, and he tapped his 
fingers on the desk impatiently as the video loaded. 


After what seemed like an eternity the video began to play. A familiar face filled the screen and Jorn nearly 


screamed. 


It was Euronymous, grinning into the camera. He flipped his dyed black, straggly hair and laughed. But Jorn had 
to keep watching. Had to. 


"Oystein, quit fucking around," said a distant voice. "You said we were gonna film ourselves fucking, lets get to 


it." 


"Patience," Euro said and moved back from the camera, exposing a room nearly devoid of furniture and 
decoration. And, oh jesus fuck no, Varg himself lay on the dirty carpet behind Euro, shirtless and obviously 
aroused. A random guitar leaned against the wall in the background. 


Jorn had nothing against sexual experimentation Hell, he'd partaken in it with his (now deceased and 
incarcerated) bandmates. But he was horrified that they - or anyone, really - had had the audacity to post 
this on a public website. Back in his day, all they had was Playboy and National Geographic! 


It wasn't just sex. There was love here, intimacy and tenderness. There was a side of his bandmates that no 


one deserved to see. Let the myths remain. These special moments were supposed to be theirs, and theirs 


alone. 


Back on screen Euro stripped off his shirt and crouched above Varg's body, laying a hand on his deliciously flat 
stomach. "You ready?" 


"Yeah." 
And Euro lowered his face to Varg's and they began to kiss. 
After a few kisses someone moaned, Jorn couldn't tell who, and he caught a glimpse of tongue as mouths 


opened for deeper kissing. Varg's hips bucked up from the floor and earlobes were bitten, necks sucked, heavy 
breathing. Frantic kisses. 


Another muffled voice came from beyond the line of sight of the camera and the two broke apart. Euro 
whispered something in Varg's ear and he nodded. Euro walked off screen, his pants slightly unzipped. "You 
wanna join in?" he asked and a distant yes answered him. He returned holding the arm of.. a half naked Per, 


with that beautiful blonde hair cascading down his back! 


Jorn had forgotten how attractive Pelle had been, and he felt his already hard cock twitch at the sight of 
Pelle's bare torso. Unconsciously he reached down and unzipped his pants, releasing his erection. He gently 


stroked it as Pelle fell to his knees next to Varg and made out with him. 


Varg smiled, then pulled Pelle's pants down and licked the head of his cock. An unrestrained moan rattled from 
him and he pushed Varg's head closer to his crotch. Varg opened his mouth and took Pelle's cock in deep, 
bobbing his head, teasing the tip with his tongue every so often. Euro sat in the background, watching, 


squeezing the bulge in his pants. And soon Pelle came. 


Jorn almost came then, hearing the sweet moans. He remembered how old Varg must have been at the time. 


18? 1] maybe? Baby Varg.. so hot. 


Pelle fell back onto the carpet and tucked his cock back in his pants. His eyes closed and the camera zoomed in 


closer on the scene to focus on Euro and Varg. 

"Your turn" Euro beckoned Varg to him and undid his own pants. The camera moved even closer and a nice 
close up of Varg's mouth around Euro's cock filled the screen. Varg tucked his hair behind one ear for better 
access. How Jorn ached to fuck the little creature. He could only look, and not touch, and Varg himself had not 


aged well.. 


"Ah, fuck!" Euro shoved Varg's head down and Jorn was surprised Varg didn't gag; if his memory was correct, 


Euro was..big. 


Euro threw his head back, groaning, then pulled Varg off him. Varg swallowed again and Euro pulled him into a 
fierce kiss, then forced him to his hands and knees. 


"Brace yourself" Euro pulled down Varg's pants, exposing his soft, pale behind, and positioned himself at Varg's 
entrance. But nothing could prepare Jorn for the screaming moan that issued from Varg when Euro went 


inside. 


Jorn found he'd been jerking off the entire time, and he convulsed in his chair, cum spilling over his hand and 


onto his lap. Even after he came, he kept stroking as he watched his former bandmates fuck. 
"Faster," Varg moaned weakly. 
"Beg" Euro grabbed a handful of Varg's hair and used it as leverage as he pounded into him. 


"Oh god please, fuck me faster daddy!" Varg cried and Euro groaned louder. 


"Ah, Varg, you're so tight." 


"Daddy!" Varg's voice broke on the last syllable and he came on the carpet beneath him. Euro grabbed his hips 


and kept thrusting, harder, until he too came. 


And Jorn's cock twitched and shuddered into spurts again. He lay his head back against the back of the chair 
and thrust into his hand, letting out all his desperate moans. 


When he regained consciousness he saw Varg and Euro in a sweaty pile on the floor, Euro spooning Varg and 
whispering sweet things into his ear. Varg smiled and rolled over to kiss Euro, and the video faded out. 


Jorn had only one question. Who the hell had recorded this? 


